Leonard               COOTAMUNDRA WATTLE

' Cootaniuhdra is blossoming.
The 'lovely lie! Can we forgive
What cries to heaven the spring is come
When winter has two months to live?

It is but June and the cold, cold
Wet winds constantly ebb and flow
And over there the mountains fold
About their shoulders capes of snow.

If to the world there comes no spring,
This wintry world, why, let us take
The gold of this small offering,
Not for token but its own sake,

If never, never spring return
One tree will light the earth with gold,
Some little fire will bravely burn
Some love shelter us from the cold,
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